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"This - isn't - fucking - working!" Nikki's frustrated yell sounded from the kitchen, followed by a clatter that 


sounded like a fork or spoon hitting the sink with some force. "Aaarrrrrgh!" 


James, hearing his boyfriend's aggravation despite wearing his headphones as he worked on a new song in the 
studio of their new home, saved his work and made his way into the kitchen. "What's wrong, Nikki?" he asked, 
moving up behind the bassist and lightly massaging his shoulders. His eyes took in the mess of flour, sugar, 
and who knew what else all over the countertops, along with a trio of bowls filled with.. something... piled beside 


the sink. 


"Cookies," Nikki mumbled, his head falling forward as he gave a soft moan, leaning back into James's touch. 


"That feels great, babe." 


James blinked, not expecting that answer. "Cookies?" he asked. "You're trying to make cookies from scratch? 


Wouldn't it be easier to get those slice-n-bake rolls of dough? What are the cookies for, anyway?" 


"For Frankie-Jean's class holiday party," Nikki said. "Donna can't fucking be bothered, she's got auditions or 
photo shoots or something. And Frankie-Jean said she wanted, and | quote, real cookies instead of ones from a 
store. So, | promised her I'd make some. | don't wanna disappoint her, babe, but | have no fucking clue what l'm 


doing here, aside from fucking up and making a mess!" 


James wrapped his arms around Nikki, resting his chin on the other man's shoulder. "You're being an amazing 
dad, is what you're doing," he said. "Just one more reason to love you so much," he said shyly. They'd gotten 
together over a year ago, and they'd moved in together a month ago, but sometimes James still had trouble 
believing that the bassist returned his feelings. "Take five, Nikki, then we'll clean up and I'll help you figure out 
where you're going wrong, okay? But you gotta relax a little." He grinned a bit self-deprecatingly. "Yeah, | know, 
look who's talking, right?" 


Nikki twisted around far enough to give James a kiss. "You're way too good to me, babe," he said softly. 
"No such thing,” James countered, blushing. 


Seriously," Nikki said "You're my rock, James. You know when to let me rant and when to kick my ass and tell 


me to get over myself." 


Like you haven't done the same for me," James said. He glanced out the kitchen window, making sure no one 
from the lawn service was in sight, then slid his hands down to give his lover's ass a light squeeze. "C'mon, 
let's get this kitchen fit to cook in again, then you can show me the recipe you're using and we'll figure out 


what went wrong." 


Nikki pouted. "Tease," he whined. “Can't we just go get naked instead?" He eyed James, clad only in the cutoff 


sweatpants he usually wore to bed, and grinned. "| mean, you're most of the way there already." 
James blushed again. "Cookies first, since you promised Frankie-Jean, then we can discuss it," he said. 


"God, you're fuckin’ adorable when you blush," Nikki laughed. "Okay, then, lets get my last three disasters out 
of the way." He made a point of rubbing his ass against James's groin as he bent over to retrieve a spare roll 


of paper towels from under the sink, grinning triumphantly at feeling the taller man's response. 


"Who's the tease now?" James chuckled, shaking his head as he started scraping the gluey contents of a mixing 
bowl into the garbage. 


Nikki attempted to look innocent - failing badly - and started wiping down the flour-and-sugar covered 
countertops. The two men had the kitchen set to rights in about ten minutes, including loading the dishwasher 


with the sticky bowls from the first three attempts and getting that started. 
"Okay," James said, "Now show me the recipe, and tell me where things went wrong." 


Nikki pulled a yellow-stained piece of paper from half-under the toaster; the recipe was obviously something 
he'd printed off from the internet. "It's this part here that keeps getting me.. well, aside from when | was 
trying to set everything out and | dropped an egg on the counter. See here? It says cream, butter, and sugar, 


but the recipe never says how much cream to use, so | just kept guessing at it” 


James blinked, his lips twitching, then the laugh escaped, he couldn't help it. "Oh God.. I'm sorry.. that's just... 
He took a few deep breaths, trying to calm down. "You never baked in your life, did you?" he asked, a hint of 
giggle still coming through in his voice. "The recipe isn't talking about cream like you'd put in coffee. When you 


mix sugar into softened butter, the term is ‘creaming’ it. That line is telling you to mix the sugar into the 


butter first thing, not to add cream to the sugar and butter." 


Nikki's jaw dropped, then he slumped over and introduced his forehead to the table. "| am such a fuckin’ dork!" 
he said, his voice muffled by his position. 


"Hey, you didn't know," James said, lightly rubbing the back of his boyfriend's neck. "Honestly, it's dumb of 
whoever posted the recipe to assume anyone using it would know. They could have just said to mix the sugar 


into the butter, after all." 


‘| still feel like a fuckin dork," Nikki grumbled, but he lifted his head and gave James a smile. "Okay, so how 
exactly am | supposed to do this, then?" 


"Well, you had the right idea about getting everything out and ready to go," James said, giving his lover a hug. 
"So, we'll start by taking the butter out..." 


With James coaching, Nikki successfully mixed the cookie dough, rolled it out, and cut out three dozen tree- 
shaped cookies, laying them on parchment paper on baking sheets. Twenty minutes later, all the cookies were 


out of the oven and on cooling racks, while the men cleaned up. 


"| couldn'ta done it without your help, babe,” Nikki said, catching James in a hug and kissing him lightly. "And 
now the fun part... decorating!" 


"The cookies have to cool off first, goof," James said affectionately. "Otherwise the frosting will melt.” 

Nikki grinned wickedly. "Oh, but frosting on something hot can be good," he purred. He popped the top off the 
cannister of frosting and scooped up a little bit on his finger and dabbed some on James's nose, then pulled 
back the waistband of his lover's shorts and moved to deposit the remaining frosting somewhere lower. 
"Nikkil" James yelped. 

"What?" Nikki attempted to sound innocent. 

"We're in the fuckin’ kitchen!" James sounded slightly freaked out. 


"So?" Nikki asked. 


"Someone might see," James said. "The lawn guys... or the mailman.." For all his protests, though, Nikki noticed 
that his lover's body had no objections to what he was doing. 


"Well, that's easy to fix," Nikki declared. He nudged his lover backwards, into the walk-in pantry, and firmly shut 
the door behind them. "No windows in here," he said before capturing James's lips with his own. 


When they emerged from the pantry again, James had a huge goofy smile on his face while Nikki just looked 


smug. And there was no trace of frosting to be found on either man. 

‘| can't believe you," James laughed 

"But did you have fun?" Nikki countered. 

"You know | did," James said, shaking his head with another laugh. "I love you, Nikki Sixx." 

"And | love you, James Michael," Nikki said with a smile. "Think the cookies are cool enough to decorate now?" 


"Probably," James said. "We definitely gotta wash up first, though, especially considering where your hands 


have been!" 


They washed up and frosted the cookies, then added mini candies as ‘decorations’ on the trees and arranged 
them on a serving platter before covering them with foil to take to Frankie-Jean's school the next morning. 
"Thanks, babe," Nikki said softly as they left the kitchen. "I think we make a pretty good team in the kitchen, 
don't you?" 


"I think we make a pretty good team anywhere,’ James said with a smile. "Now, | think you said something 
earlier about getting naked? And | said we could discuss it after we finished the cookies." 


Nikki paused as his lover's words sank in, then he grinned. "Oh, hell yeah!" he whooped, grabbing James by the 
hand and pulling him up the stairs. 


James just laughed and let himself be pulled along. 


